Siam

where we are encompassed and brushed con*
tinually by the verdure. Once more the bush
closes behind us, the eternal bush, hastening

o

to hide from us the magic glade, which,
perhaps, is haunted occasionally still by the
incomprehensible soul of a queen of furthest
Ask

Dark night when the good giant beasts kneel
down to deposit us at the village of the morning,
near the bank of the river.   The boat is await-
ing us there under steam, and I prepare at once
to continue the journey down the Mekong,  It
is the time of the year when the waters of the
lakes of Siam are emptied into the great river,
and we set out with all the speed of our engines
added to the swiftness of the current.   Soon
after midnight we have reached Pnompenh,
and are moored before the gardens of the
Governor,
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